short story in the new manner
... the old carpet sweeper . . . three pieces ... all in
bits . . . what on earth did we ever buy that for ... if
i shut my eyes i can see kingscrossstation . . . i wonder
why that is ... somebody told me once . . . i must
think ... no time to think . . . through the trapdoor
i can see janet with the featherduster but if i shut my
eyes i can see kingscrossstation . . . hullo janet there you
are . . . hullo mum there you are ... now then janet
ive spokentoyouaboutthatbefore ... let us throw all
these things out of the skylight ... but not that or
these and certainly not that i bought it the year freddie
felldownthestairs mrs henry tuddy . . . mrs henry tuddy
. . . oh yes i remember now the woman with the arms
... if i shut my eyes now i can see mrs tuddys arms
. . . what exceptionally fine arms mrs tuddy had . . .
the boxes might come in useful janet . . . i said the
boxes might come in yes in ... idiot the girl is ... i
wonder what she did to have suchveryfinearms ... no
janet i said these things in this trunk look like something-
orother palms . . . palms . . . PALMS . . . why mum
they look more to me like your old for coat . . . that is
exactly what they are janet . . . dear mrs tuddy . . . i
have been wondering all day . . .